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the stairs. He issued orders for the immediate execu-
tion of the cat. The first I heard of it was from the
keeper, who burst into my room in hysterics. It so
happened that all that appertained to the building and
to the minor establishment came under my control, and
I immediately cancelled Lord Roberts' orders, and told
one of his staff that the order should not have been
issued. In a few moments I got a polrte message from
Bobs asking me to "look in upon him." We were
frigidly polite to each other and it ended in a com-
promise. He was not to interfere with what came
within my jurisdiction, and I undertook that the cat
should never come up from the basement.

When Roberts, after the celebrated blue envelope
incident, left the War Office for ever I made a poifit
of accompanying him to the door of his carriage. I
happened to look up when I got to the bottom of the
stairs, and there I saw the cat looking down between the
banisters with the most "Cheshire cat" grin on his
face I ever saw.

It fell to my lot motu proprio to escort to the front
door the three commanders-in-chief when they left the
War Office for the last time. In each case they were
accompanied by one only of their staff; in each case
they were treated with very scant courtesy by those who
took over. Roberts was angry, Wolseley was de-
pressed, and the dear Duke greatly upset.

There was something intensely pathetic in the
manner in which the three men, who had up to the day
of their departure wielded so much power and authority
in that building, left it never to return.